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it to him. Schiller would not take it. He said
that he would write plays and earn the money.
Even when his health did not permit hard work,
he laboured to earn what he needed and shortened
his life. This he called living in independence.
He himself never approved of such action ; yet
he saw that even the error of which Schiller was
guilty in this matter proceeded from nobility of
soul. Whatever might be the external form
of Schiller's attitude in life, there never was
any doubt about the goodness of that man's
outlook and impulses. He kept his life under
constant control. He did not know weak desires,
or, if he knew them, he never allowed them play.
Thus he grew in greatness from moment to
moment and from day to day. Between one
meeting and the next, one could see that the man
had grown. In every little thing he did, you could
see marks of his greatness. His conduct and his
talk ! From the point of view of money his posi-
tion was ordinary ; yet this man conducted himself
with Grand-Dukes and Princes as though he were
their equal or their superior. He was a very great
man, He died far too early. Yet he left indeli-
ble marks of his life on the history of his people.
How greatly had Schiller's love filled his own
life ! To how many good things had it encouraged
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